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He Promised 


Author's Notes: 
This story takes place the night of the Calgary show (BWC 2013 Tour), more specifically Jon by himself after 
the performance. WARNING: This fic might have possible triggers for self-harm so be carefull 


Is amazing how much you can bleed from such a tiny cut.. its even more amazing how little it hurts when 
the emotional pain is too overwhelming to be anything compared to the physical pain. I'm trying to concentrate 
on that, concentrate on watching the blood drip off my fingertips onto the floor, concentrate on anything but 


the never ending cycle of words and questions swirling around in my head. 


One sentence, in fact, just two specific words keep repeating themselves over and over and over again He 
promised, 


I'm being selfish, this isn't his fault after all. It was beyond his control, beyond the control of any of us and 
yet | still twist around until all that matters is me and how it will affect me. In fact i've done that so much 


i've even made Richie believe that anything he does will affect me and he has to get my permission first. 


This is why i'm falling apart right now. Because he didn't check it with me, he didn’t tell me anything. All he 
said was that he had to go and that's it, that's all | got. No explination, no reason, no goodbye. He just got up 


and went and left me on my own He should know that | can't handle this on my own, 


| like to pretend that | can. | seem like a strong man who loves responsibility, | shouldn't have a problem leading 
this corporation by myself, shouldn't |? You'd think so. But without Richie by my side, behind the scenes it all 
goes to hell and | fall apart. The weight on my shoulders is too much and no matter how hard | try to hold it 
up, slowly but surely it crushes me to the ground. 


I've heard what people are already saying. It still surprises me how much things can be blown so out of 
proportion in so little time. People think that me and Richie have fought and it was that bad that he left, 
people are saying | kicked him out of the band, people are saying i'm selfish for continuing without him because 


| think i'm all that matters and that | don't need Richie. 


| can't deal with this, | can't take it. Its not the truth and yet people really think i'm that heartless that | don't 
care about him. Maybe i'm a better actor than | thought because if they're making assumptions like that they 
obviously didn't see how torn apart | was the last time Richie left. 


Richie knows how badly messed up | got without him on the last tour and he had promised me when he came 
back that he would never leave me to handle it all on my own again. And now look what he's done. He's left 


completely out of the blue without any warning this time and now | have to go through this all over again and 


it hurts. 


| touch the cut on my skin and it stings, for a while it actually feels good. Its something other than this 
constant stuggle and fear and worry and anger and sadness swimming around in my head. Richie would be 
terrified if he knew | thought like this, that i'd prefer this physical pain and hurting rather than think about 
things. 


But it's his fault i've ended up like this, he left without warning and that's why my finger tips are bleeding 
because | tried to play guitar the whole night by myself in place of him. I'm not accustomed to that much 
playing in one night, the strings tore the skin on my fingers and some of them are bleeding because | didn't 


have any time to prepare myself. 
Maybe i'm selfish for only worrying about myself and not what was so urgent that it made Richie leave, but 
he promised me he would never do this to me again. He's broke that promise and this time | don't know if i'll 


survive it. The wound has been ripped open again and this time it's too deep. 


He promised he wouldn't leave me on my own again. He promised he wouldn't leave. He promised. 


